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A MOUNTAIN LAKE

BY ROBERT F. WILSON.
E Buenos Aires an enterprising

steamship agency distributed to
business and professional men an

attractive booklet, entitled, "Includea Voyage to North America in
Your Travels." The booklet contained
excellent half-tone reproductions of
photographs taken in a number of
American cities and included in its
text the following two paragraphs:
Now is the time to visit the great Northland,

and to include in your itinerary trips to the great
Panama expositions in San Fran-isoo and San
Wejjo. California, a tour which will carry you
entirely across the continent; a journey w:dch
can frequently be broken bv stopovers at the
points of interest along the line. For the sightseerthe natural wonders of the United States

-.excel those of the far-famed and dearly belo.ed
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of the wrecking hand of man, but the marvelous
works of the mind of <iod.
The business man in search of new ideas concerningproducing, buying or selling can lind

more to interest him in New York and Chicago
than the entire old world could ever ofTer. The
latest and greatest in every line can be found in
these cities, as they can also be found in Boston,
Philadelphia. Baltimore. Cleveland. Detroit, etc.
The new business relations progressing so favorablyIn*tween the two great Americas, and destinedfor a success w'fob will 'aO r?o pa a lei
!n history, will add much to the pleasure and
advantages of such a v.sit.

It would be an excellent idea, it
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TO/ neighbor, "every house is

|| struck. As in the plagues
of Egypt, the first-born is

taken. From the first-born of Pharaohsitting ^n his throne, even unto
the first-bom of the maidservant that
is behind the mill, there is not one

house where there is not one dead."
The house I have in mind has fourteen

fiats.for fourteen families. It is In
the most expensive Paris suburb. The
tenants, averaging from $350 to $400
annual rent, are well-to-do. because
good French economy limits one's rent
to 10 per cent of one's income. By this
you can judge their situation. All have
'serious" investments.

*
* *

The house is new, heated by the landlord.There are twelve flats on the
master's stairway, two by two on each
landing. Each has parlor, dining room,
kitchen, two bedrooms, bathroom, and
a large dark room for trunks and hangingclothes. At the top of the back
stairs, where the servants sleep in
twenty little rooms under the roof, two
small apartments have been arranged
lor humbler families, one at jiiu per
year, one at $100. Even here, the better
flat is "well inhabited." As Mme. B..
Bays: "You ought to see their furniture'
The daughter works in laces. She is
elegant!" The old father was employed
by an architect before the war. Now he
uells coal. The son is fighting.
And each servant girl, in her little

cold room, vibrates with France invaded,and sends money, clothes and
dainties to some soldier. Angele. in the
kitchen next door, weeps.good girl
of mountain parents beyond Montauban:"My brother Is too fat, he was a
taxi chauffeur. He'll get sick in the
trenches'" And she buys another postal
order. She won't think of his being
killed. That is why she weeps.

j>o the house represents all middleclassFrance. How does the war affect
these people who, a year ago last July,
were going on their summer vacations,
tranquil, prosperous, dreaming no danger?
They're my neighbors.
On the ground floor, as you enter, the

right-hand flat is empty. But its rent
continues to be paid by an aged lady,
quite well off, who lived here with a
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great park called the Bois de Boulogne.In the panic before the battle
of the Marne she fled. Her daughter
came and took her in an auto. The
daughter has two sons in the war. One
has been killed. Poor grandma!

*
* *

On her left, more old folks.
It is an old couple worrying about

their grandson. Why budge? They had
held the fort in 1870, young married, in
rthe grocery business, central Paris.
4lorty years had made them prosperous
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) ON THE ROUTE OF THE TRANS.1

seems to me, if the same booklet in
English. with the necessary transpositions,were distributed among businessmen in this country, for certainly
all that the South American booklet
says in eulogy of the wonders of North
America can with equal truth be appliedto the scenic features of South
America.
Such natural wonders as the Andes,

the I^ruazu falls and the harbor at Rio
de Janeiro certainly "excel those of the
far-famed and dearly beloved Mediterraneancountries"; and surely the
American business man is likely'to find
more to interest him in Rio de Janeiro
and Buenos Aires "than the entire old
world could ever offer."
This, then, is a plea for American

travelers to see pan-America first. By
all means visit the United States beforeany other country; but when you
know your own country, then go to see
something of South America.

*
* *

The wonder is that American travelershave not long ago discovered South
America as a recreation place. It offersattractions to appeal to the taste
of any tourist. The studious-minded
will find associations in the cathedrals
and libraries of the old Spanish settlementsalmost as venerable as those

D HARVARD OBSERVATORY NEAR

Great W«
.not happy. They had lost their only
daughter. They were wrapped up in
this grandson, medical student of nineteen,but weakly. They had recently
sold out the grocery to live in this
suburb, on their money, for the youth's
health. Why budge? Quitting Paris,
they would lose the grocery business,
the boy's future. Because, when the
war broke out, it mobilized the man
who bought the grocery, who had made
but one first payment.
So the grandfather returned to the

grocery.to save it. Half the nights
he sleeps there. The grandmother worriesabout the boy. When his military
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THE IMMEMORIAL. AND TUTELAR!
"BOlTiO-T LOAF OF THE FRENCH
COMMON PEOPLE. THE BREAD
IS COLDEN - CRUSTED, THICKCRUMBEDAND NUTRITIOUS.

"class" was called they got him "adjourned"for feeble constitution. Yet
she trembles. For the young fellow,
now twenty, Is bound to volunteer despitethem. Every night when he returns,she looks him in the eyes with
terror. Tomorrow he will get hiinsell
up, slip through a medical inspection
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LNDIXE RAILROAD.

which strike awe in the hearts of our
tourists in Europe.
Historians will discover that the archivesof the ancient South American

capitals are unexplored mines of historicinformation. Those wiho visit the
gay European capitals to find bohemianlife will discover in Buenos Aires
another Paris, and in Rio a great metropoliswith a gayety of its own. If
it is scenery that the tourist seeks, let
him know that there are unnamed
foothills of the Andes higher than the
Alps, and the great backbone ridge of
this tremendous range dwarfs even the
majestic mountains 01 our own wcov.

In South America the traveler is able
to experience Europe with Africa and
Asia thrown in. Nowhere in Europe
can be found such contrasts in populationand manners as exist in South
America within relatively short distances.The sophisticated and ultramoderncity of Buenos Aires is five
days* journey from Bolivia and Peru,
where in the mountains there dwells a

teeming Indian population as picturesqueas any in the world. The Andean
Indians are said to be less spoiled by
contact with the tourist than even the
natives of central China.
Travel five days in another direction

from Buenos Aires, north this time, and
you reach jungles comparable to those
of central Africa, and tiger hunting as

exciting and dangerous as that in In.
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AREQIIPA, PERU.

%r Affects
and be off.an army doctor. Meanwhile
the old couple give themselves to good
works. They have "adopted for the
war" four "poilus" at the front, poor
soldiers without family. The grandfathersends them groceries.
First floor up, the same, but different.

The couple have a big and husky son,
"ambushed" by his own will, and theirs.
"A perfect model of the ambushed
Frenchman'" Mme. B says. "He
is ambushed down at Orleans, as interpreter,well out of danger." To make
up, his parents have adopted a heroic
"godson" of the fighters. They write
him lovely letters: "Strike for France!
Heart up! Inclosed, please find p. o.
order for 50 francs."
On their left is a young wife with

her baby, and the husband in the hot
of it at Verdun, fourteen months past.
As the mails are good, she gets her
three letters per day. They had only
been married a year, when Germans invaded.Her young sister lives with her
for company.a most beautiful girl.
Hast week she came out suddenly in
black. Her fiance, a lieutenant, had Just
been killed. The girl walks proudly.

*
* *

Second floor up, on the right, are the
Lefrancs, an elderly couple of means

before the war. Retired business man

of Lille, where all his property Is situated,the "occupation" of that rich
industrial city by the Germans gave
Lefranc a stroke. He now goes up
and down on a valet's arm. They must
have some trifling means, for they
have taken in three refugees. They are

two ladies of Brussels, mother and
daughter, whom the Germans literally
stripped of everything, and a man of
forty-six, a manufacturer of Lille, who
had to flee because of alleged "mobilizable"age. All such "civilian prisoners"the Germans sent to Germany.
"a procession of middle-aged men of
Lille two kilometers long," his wife
wrote in a smuggled letter. That
courageous woman stays at Lille,
where she has made their house a hospital.They were rich.it is a mansion.Their nephew has just been
killed^. As for the Lefrancs, they have
no children. "They are happy," Mme.
B says. "They are merely ruined."
On their left lives old Mme. Beraud,

whose grandson has been fighting
since the beginning. He was at Cruoy,
near Soissons. where only six of his
company survived. He has not had a

scratch. The dear old lady! Neuilly
church bell tolls low. In the twilight,
every evening, I see Mme. Beraud goring to the rosary. The church is under

. the trees. The dying sunset is red.
The slim old dame in black walks

* straight and hopeful.
Third floor up a young wife has been

waiting since a year ago last August
to hear if her husband has been blown
to atoms, for he has been in the thick
of it all the time, carrying melinite
ohoiu .the batteries. Thev have
made him a lieutenant in charge of a
train of forty automobile vans. She
worries pitifully. German aeroplanes

! seek for the train, to tip their batiteries where to bombard it. 80 they

onderl
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First.

dia. Travel south from Buenos Aires a 1
similar distance and you can snapshot
the cannibals of Terra del Fuego.
Tribes of Indians which use poisoned
arrows instead of firearms live within
two days' journey from La Paz. the
capital of Bolivia: and head-hunters
dwell within 250 miles of Lima. Peru, 1

which is more like some ancient Euro-
pean municipality than any other city
of South America. Within 100 miles of
Asuncion, Paraguay, the Indian tribes
run naked.
Thus it is throughout the length and

breadth of the southern continent. It
is dotted with cities and populated with
a civilization older than our own, and
yet it is constantly presenting to even
the casual traveler successive scenes of
the most primitive character, while the
tourist is kept in a state of constant
delight with a continuous panorama of
scenery as sublime as anything in the
world.

* *

Certain portions of the South Americanroutes which fall under the observationof the ordinary business
traveler are nothing less than amazing
in their scenic effects. Such, for in
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Peru, to La Paz, Bolivia. This is one of
the three routes which one may take
to get to the Bolivian capital, and the
average traveler takes this route either
going into Bolivia or coming from it,
depending upon the direction he is
traveling along the west coast.

I was moving southward and thereforestarted in on this trip from the
Mollendo terminal. For the tourist
who is seeking scenery this is the betterdirection of travel, since the mountainsincrease in magnificence as they
approach Lake Titicaca.
At this point on the Peruvian coast

the usual foothills are replaced by a

broad shelf of elevated desert which
comes out to within four or five miles
of the beach. The altitude of this shelf
is about 3,000 feet and the descent
from its edge is v.ery precipitous. Disembarkingat Mollendo is exciting, for
the port is an open roadstead in which
the sea frequently ruris heavily, if the
seas are breaking outside of the short
mole a landing is never attempted.
In even ordinary weather the traveler

experiences the sensation of being loweredinto the lighter in a bo's'n's chair.
But any discomfort of landing is soon

forgiven whan the train begins its
climb to the Peruvian mountain city
of Arequipa. No railroad trip of similarlength in the United States equals
this for variety of scenic snlendor.

* *

For the first few miles out of Mollendothe train follows the beach southward,anil the passengers observe the

long curved lines of surf as the Pacific

combers bring: up against this bleak
shore after their long: journey from the

south sea islands. Presently the train
reaches a fertile strip watered by a

mountain stream which breaks through
to the sea at this point, and immediatelyturns inland and begins the climb to

the floor of the first mountain shelf.

The roadbed has been constructed
along a natural grade, without the use

of bridges, cuts or tunnels, and consequentlythe train covers many miles of
lateral distance to attain each thousandfeet of altitude.
At times one can look from the car

window and see as many as three levels
of railroad track beneath him; while, as

the train goes higher on the slope, the
view of the ocean and the silvery hem
of surf, mile upon mile of it, joining

* iu
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a noble one.
Fifteen miles of this climbing brings

the train to the top and here there is
an abrupt change in the character of
the landscape. The moisture from the
cloudbank that continually veils the
edge of this slope has been sufficient to
support vegetation, and myriads of
bright-colored flowers.wild lavender
and heliotrope, filling the car with their

People ii
travel at night, or at dawn, or at twilight,covered with green branches.
He says they have been blown up but
once.two cars. I saw the parting of
this couple when the war broke out.
They were at Lausanne on vacation.
I see the man still, as he strode
through the hotel garden to his automobileOnce he turned and waved; '

then off, as one distracted. j
Fourth floor up, above her. she has

an example of war automobile service.
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DINING ROOM 1

There is a young wife up there who,
long ago, in days of peace, annoyed
the neighbors by her singing. Annoyed
by singing! Weren't we touchy? The
poor child had operatic aspirations.
When she sang again, the other day,
our hearts sang with her. In between
there is the story of a man so mangled
that it is a miracle he got through.
Months he flickered. Everything
seemed smashed up. When he came
home, finally, a wreck, so weak and

and fo
in Place for theStuin.WideVariety of
ing and ScenicWondng.HighUp in the
Business Tour as a

beeing ran-Ajnerica

fragrance: scarlet trumpet flowers,
great masses of golden daisies and
other flowers well known in California
.appear beside the track.
But, more memorable, this is the spot

where the traveler from the north gets
his first real view of the Andes. From
the sea the mountains are seldom visiblebecause of the cloudbanks, but
when the train reaches the edge of
this first rise the ocean disappears and
Instantly to the eastward the traveler
sees the Andes rising, range upon
range, ever higher, to the eastward,
while scattered indiscriminately in thin
cosmic welter are half a dozen giant
peaks clad in mantles of snow. One ol
these peaks is Mount Misti, the volcano
which lords it over Arequipa, which is
still many miles away, and which will
not be reached by the traveler until
after nightfall.

*
* *

There is not space here for any extendeddescription of the wonders of
this ride; indeed, no description is adequate.In the rarity the air of this
upland desert the mirages are perpetualand Jhe traveler is fascinated by
them. A swift run quickly takes the
train across the first shelf and then
again there is another stiff climb to the
second shelf. In this ascent the traveleris in foothills with all the charac-
teristics of the Andes.treeless masses
of rock of beautiful and varied shades
of color, reds 'and greens predominating.
On the second shelf are seen the curioustraveling sand hills, which are one

of the natural wonders of this coast.
Clean white ocean sand, first washed
up by the waves, then dried and picked
up by the wind, has been heaped up
here on this upland desert, thirty miles
from the sea. Strangely, the ocean

sand has not mingled with the dust of
the desert, but has maintained its own

integrity, although its travel has giver
to it a blue tone. The desert itself is a

reddish brown.
Under the impetus of the wind,

which blows always from the sea, the
blue sand has been gathered into small
crescent-shaped hills which continuallymove eastward. At the eastern
edge of this shelf is another range ol
even loftier foothills, and at their
bases are enormous deposits of ocean

sand caused by the traveling hills
heaping themselves together at this
barrier.
As the train nears Arequipa there is

another great change in the character
of scenery, the mountains becoming
more and more rugged, and presentlj
the train comes out upon the edge of a

deep canyon which rivals that of th«
Colorado. On the red walls of thi.<
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etation prows, but on the bottom ol
it there is a considerable stream, anc
that, in Peru, means agriculture, becauseevery foot of irrigable land, nc
matter how inaccessible, is tilled b>
the Indian population. Far down ir
the depths of this gloomy ravine th<
preen floor shines like an emerald ir
an old gold setting. while beyond the
three preat mountains. Misti, Picht
Pichu and Chicani. stand like a row
of challenging sentinels.

*
* #

Beyond Arequipa there is anothei
ascent of bewildering beauty until th«
train reaches the breathless altitude o:

14,866 feet, the second highest railroac
pass in the Andes. At this point le!
me say something about soroche, th<
altitude sickness peculiar to the Andes
Because invalids and persons wit!

defective hearts have sometimes beer
fatally seized with this malady, th<
American traveler often undertakes ar

trepidation. There is, however, n<
need for any person In average healtl
to fear the altitudes of the Andes, anc
discretion in eating will nearly always

v a Sing'L
white, she sang and sang. It was the
first music in the house. But now
pianos go discreetly.
Fourth floor left, at Mme Ebrard's,

there was quite a gay time when she
had her two sons home at once. The
elder, a cavalry officer, was wounded in
the leg, but he could play the piano
The second, a sergeant, was wounded
in the arm, and he could dance. The
boy is a daredevil. Wounded at the
Marne, he came home convalescent; re-

Bi|b I

esb^ t-i. "^^SkSSHPMI

v^»'///. ' :- ;vV>. >>>,':>: ; ;-,> ;: >; >; ; >...-X
,X ^> ," ">.>'; i^/ > "I 4VV 'S

*« r'^ <4 , $&<, '. Nv x >' 'v<& v'W A:;
-V- r«V ><' '< \. ,., "i
vOt., »vX-.. .JtZv v/.<« ' «- v X;;-.

8^.;
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turned to the trenches, got* pneumonia
recovered, stayed with mamma three
weeks, and went to the aviation cami
~ * hftiiL»Uj Bflfope v.*

had learned a carburetor from a sparkplughe had earned the crosfe of war
As thus: One day an aeroplane came ir
sight. Only one French aviator was
prepared to chase it, and he was th«
pilot- He had no "observer".the observerhandles the machlns gun. "I'D
go," said young Ebrard. Up tnejr wsnt
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MOVING CRESCEJ

prevent any possibility even of the
headache and hausea of soroche.
Soroche, which is like seasickness in

tensified,can nearly always be avoidedwith care.
After crossing: the divide, the train

very rapidly descends to Lake Titicaca,
which is at an altitude-of about 12,500
feet. So much has been written about
this marvelous body of fresh water
nearly as largre as Lake Erie, in the
very heart of the second highest mountainrange on earth, that nothing needs
be added here. For the American traveler,however, it is a pleasant experienceto And at the railroad terminal
in Peru a steamer as comfortable in
its appointments as any in the night
passenger traffic on the great lakes.

/ ft
* *

No one who has ever seen it can

forget the spectacle of the mountains
from the middle of this beautiful lake.
Along the eastern shore for 200 miles
stretches the great Sorata range of
mountains, one gigantic peak after
another in echelon, every one of the
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3 VIEW OF RIO DE J.WEI

e Apartmi
He shot the boche down by a fluke. By
another fluke his pilot looped the loop
against his will. They came down, almoston top of their victim, smash, a

wreck, t&rr pilot dead and this boy with
his broken arm and cross of war.
Fifth flpor up is an unlucky flat.

When the war broke out a young
couple, newly married, lived there. He
went to the front, lieutenant of engineers.Sift went to her mother, and had
her baby. As the baby was born the
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NKUILLY FLATS.

, father was killed.the same week. The
apartment remained empty eight
months. Then a lady with two children
took it. "Papa's at the war, but he is
coming on permission," they said. "We
must hurry and get settled," smiled the
mamma, "to be ready for him."

i They were nicely settled, when two
officers rang the front door bell. When
she saw they had a package she let out
one cry.a cry such as I hope I shall not
hear again soon. They brought his cap,

/
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iT-SHAPED SANDHILLS NEAR PAGIFJ

dozen or more peaks above 20,000 feet
high and the two flanking summits,
Sorata and Illimani, contending with
each other and with two or more peaks
in other portions of the system for the
honor of being the highest mountains
on this hemisphere.
Another impressive ride is on the

Transandine railroad between Valparaiso,Chile, and Buenos Aires, Argentina.The road has been driven
through the granite heart of th^ Andes.

of fho r.oaa xi-Viw-l. ill rolafivolv

low, the traveler seems to be on the
very roof of the world. Or, if this
route is closed by snow, as it is for
several months each year, the travelermust journey by ship through the
Straits of Magellan, where he sees
scenery that sometimes rivals that of
the fiords of Norway and at other
times makes him'think hfe is in the insidepassage to Alaska.
No attempt here is made to describe the

beauties of the cities of South America
.Rio de Janeiro in a fantastic mountain
setting that is likened only to the scenery
of Sycfney, Australia, and to the disadvantage-^the latter; Santiago, Chile,
in its mountain amphitheater; La Paz,
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his sword, his medal. He was killed
near Chalons.
Opposite the unlucky flat, the flat of

mystery, the fifth floor right. It is full
of furniture. The door lilocked. Nobodylives there. It was the flat of a

German couple who fled France at the
"first alarm." Their door is locked,
their furniture is safe, for, very curiously,fifteen days before the war, when
no one dreamed of war.on July 15,
1914, the rent day af the "July term"
all over Paris.this same German couplehad a hunch to pay a year's rent in
advance.
Hein? Curious, curious.
Down the back stairway, very early

in the morning, comes a solemn little
tot, a girl child, alj in black.
She stands by the kitchen doorway,

waiting.
"What's the matter?" I say. (It's a

game we play now.)
"Ba!" she seems to answer.
"What?"
"Ba!"
"You want?"
"Ba!"
Louise, our servant, laughing, puts a

vast loaf in the tot's arms.golden
crusted, warm and fragrant white
bread, just arriving.sacred French
"pain," whjch the tot pronounces "ba." I
could tell a story of this "boulot" bread
alone, rich, thick-crumbed, nutritious,
leaven-raised, from leaven which has
lived in countless generations of
French kneadings since the days of
Charlemagne. No beer yeast! NoViennaprocess! It is the loaf of the
people, immemorial and tutelary. We
ourselves have learned to eat this
bread- with joy, since early in the war,
when "fancy bakers" lacked a moment.
Now we would not go back to the fluff
crust.

*
* *

Like a venerated object, the tot takes
the great loaf.as big as herself, almost,
from head to feet. As she toddles with it

up three flights of stairs, Louise takes up
the milk behind her.
These are the trials of the people.

,sudden poverty, unraenieu, iu uuu ns wcu «

bereavements.
Up those back stairs in that $100 flat

live the remains of a jaunty Paris cab
driver's family. The wife, janitress, took
toll of a rich Neuilly apartment house
and gained free lodging for them. They
had this tot and another. Life smiled on

them.
Germany invaded France. The man

went out to flght. Then, piling down
upon the wife and her two tots, came her
two brothers, aged fourteen and sixteen,
refugee boys, fleeing from the Germans
beyond Verdun. Their house is smashed,
their father is somewhere in the cellar.
"*in .'. <aK as InnltPPss Th«

boys slept in a closet.
Look now! Last winter in the trenches

the cab driver went down with a gallopingconsumption. In a Paris hospital he
swore that he would "Jump out of the
window" if his wife would not take him
home. (The Paris people have a prejudice
against hospitals for mere sickness. It .is
different for woundings.) Home? What
home? The janitor's lodge? He did not
reflect. He only yearned. They had good
savings. So- she rented tikis beck-stairs
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IC COAST OF FERl.

Bolivia, whose southern sky is nearly
filled with the bulky snows of Mount
lilimani; Lima, Peru, surrounded bybrightgreen fields irrigated from the.
River Rimac; Sao Paulo, Brazil, among
its tropical mountains; Santos, with it*
seaside resort of Guaruja, which is the
South American Monte Carlo; Montevideo,with ocean beaches broader than
those at Palm Beach, and Buenos Aires
on its flat prairie, where the artful hand
of man has more than made up for the
scenic deficiencies of nature.

' These are featuresalongthe route taken
by -any business traveler. The delight
of the tour can be augmented ad libitum
by means of side tripe, according to the
whim of the traveler. It is worth seeing,South America, every foot of it.
and particularly now when the two continentsare confronting each other almostwith the surprise of discovery.
The travel of North Americans in South

America would be reciprocated in increasingmeasure.
When the European travel from both

continents has been diverted in greater
degree to each other, the effect will 1>e
seen in our own foreign trade balances.

(Copyright. 1913. by Itobert F. Wilson.)
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OfK AT HXTRVM'K TO BAY.

5 of Paris
flat at $100, which save the two boys
a proper sleeping room, and put the sit k
man in a sunny bed, where he could ha\
home cooking. So they lived upon their
savings. So he got worse. So the savingsdwindled. He died hard, the poor
man, twenty-six years old.

Half the house went to the funeral, at

Neuilly church, around the corner. All
distinctions are al>olished.
Now the young wife faces the situation.

As she took her husband from the militaryhospital, he did not die, technically,
in the army, wherefore she is not down
on the books for widow's aid or i>ension.
The temporary 'allocution'* would l>e
p(»nrs r».»r rlav for herself and 10 cents
for each child. There are good hopes
that she may get It. Meanwhile, the boys
earn, orie 40 cents, one 60 cents, per da:
And the St. Vincent de Paul Society is
there at need. So, you see, she does
nicely.

But. admit, the thing came suddenly
upon her!

*
* *

The German death spreads its black
wings over every family in the house.
The shadow of German ambition darkenseach doorway, but it does not change

the courage of these people.
As some terrible plague let loose among

them, they bear the war, determined to
stamp out the plague that it^shall not returnto plague their children.
Our own janitor is forty-eight, or the

last "class." He is grimly ready to go
out if called. His old mother and the
mother of his wife, where are they? He
has no news. Perhaps dead, perhaps unburiedin the ruins of their peasant homesteadnear St. Quentin, like the others.
His brother, aged forty-seven, is a

"civilian prisoner," that new invention of
the Germans. A nephew has been killed.

Louise, our servant, goes about her
work with brave front.
She is a good cock.it shows war's

fluctuations. When the chons are burned
it means activity in Tahure. When the
custard's curdled we know she is waitingfor her letter. Her son, in the
trenches at Tahure, is a bad correspondent.
Once last week the lunch went wrong

entirely. "Tell us, I^ouise," we said. She
fetched out a letter from an army doctor
"in the zone" explaining that her son-inlawhad been grenaded in the head, but
that they "hoped to save his eyes."

T* n'.nnnu hiu -jrA (TAtia " <n(lrw>d

the poor woman. "Now, what Mill my
daughter do, with their four children !"
At last advice, it seems, the man has

one eye saved.
"Weil trust in the good God," Louise

says. STERLING HEIL1G.

The Turkish Budget.
THE Turkish budget for 1915 recentlysubmitted to the sitting of the
chamber in Constantinople shows a

deficit of $1,385,000,000. More than onehalfof this sum represents the cost of
mobilisation.


